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utter beauty   of   which  bring  the tears  to  my eyes:
"O fellow, come, the song we had last night: Mark it, Cesario;   it is old and plain : The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, Do use to chant it;   it is silly sooth, And dallies with the innocence of love, Like the old age."
One never comes to the end of the beauty. Only to-day, while I was browsing for a few minutes in a comedy I have not much acquaintance with, I happened on these lines, which I am going to write down merely for the pleasure of writing them:
" I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always loved a great fire, and the master I speak of ever keeps a good fire. I am for the house with the narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to enter: some that humble themselves may, but the many will be too chill and tender, and they'll be for the flowery way that leads to the broad gate and the great fire,"
A very pleasant thing about our present solitude is that one can read aloud or speak to oneself without risk of being thought demented. The fact is, the inhabitants of the little village on the outskirts of which we are camping regard us as so hopelessly and utterly mad already that no further